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Thus, according to custom, Peter and I were handed over
to be influenced, guarded over and educated. Five years of
appalling torture ensued, which have resulted in all kinds of
psychological idiosyncrasies, most of which are perhaps worth
while, for a friendship of love was cemented between Peter
and myself which has proved the only stable reality in a world
of disillusions. Mademoiselle had an affinity with all that was
dull and dreary. The books that she provided were worn,
brown, discoloured, underlined. The print was small, the
covers torn ; their musty smell created an atmosphere. When
we did not know our lists of words she pinched us cruelly
on the arm. So hard and so often did she pinch that sometimes
I wished I could change into Peter's place so that the other arm
might have a turn, for it is very painful to be pinched repeatedly
on a bruise that is already blue and pink and green.
When I discovered it was possible to read the book over
Mademoiselle's shoulder I was found out and for ever after
made to sit at a table by myself. If at first this seemed a
matter for rejoicing I quickly realized my mistake. I had
escaped all further pinching, but Peter was pinched for my
mistakes. Mademoiselle trusted he would pay me back this
double share. Instead, Peter would make a curious covert
sign to me by raising his hand, and I equally covertly replied
by a lifted finger. It was a sign that we made to each other
very often, perhaps ten times a day. Mademoiselle never
caught us at it, and if she had she would not have guessed
its meaning. Peter was reminding me simply that we were
"Allies/' that is to say he was my friend through thick and thin
and that he loved me. My signalled answer was a corroboration
of that alliance, a " thank you " and " I love you too." It
was a tightening of the links of friendship against the wedge
which she daily tried to drive between us.
For recreation Mademoiselle preferred, instead of the flowered
by-ways in the Park where children play, the district towards
Bayswater where at that time beggars and drunkards huddled
in rows on seats. There was a mad woman who always
cursed us as we passed, and a pinched-faced, red-nosed starving
man who ate crumbs out of a rag bag; and once a hatless hectic
woman with flowing hair tore across our path waving a paper

